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Far, and far between, in divers orders,
Clear grey steeples cleave the low grey sky ;
Fast and firm as time-unshaken warders, Hearts made sure by faith, by hope made high,
These alone in all the wild sea-borders Fear no blast of days and nights that die.
All the land is like as one man's face is, Pale and troubled still with change of cares.
Doubt and death pervade her clouded spaces : Strength and length of life and peace are theirs ;
Theirs alone amid these weary places. Seeing not how the wild world frets and fares.